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recognise Lord Halfwayhouse, the President of the Anglican
Catholic Society, who has suffered a transportation similar to
theirs. He had been accompanied by Mr. Addlestrop Smalley
(a disguise which should not be impenetrable to the readers of
these pages), but they had encountered a herd of wild swine
and of Mr. Smalley nothing remained but a few bloodstained
fragments of Jaeger underclothing. The two clergymen con-
tinued their journey with Lord Halfwayhouse, but, on arriving
at Harwich, the unhappy peer fell into the hands of the Lord
Bishop, whose enquiries were more searching than those of a
Royal Commission. They ended with the consignment of Lord
Halfwayhouse, as an obstinate and dangerous heretic, to the
rack, on which he presently died, though not before confessing
that his true name was Lord Holofernes Haeret and that he was
guilty of innumerable obscene and blasphemous practices. Here,
for once in a way, Mr. Coulton tripped badly. Neither rack
nor thumbscrew would have procured a false confession or a re-
cantation from Lord Halifax. But the book is amusing, and it is
to be regretted that Halifax, whom it would have vastly diver-
ted, apparently never read it